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Enter Tumour. 

Pen your Eares ; For which of you will flop 
The vent of Hearing, when loud Rumor fpeakes? 
I* from the Orient., to the drooping Welt 
"(Making the windemy Poft-horic) llillvnfold 
The Adis commenced on this Ball ofEarth. 

Vpon my Tongue, continuall Slanders ride* 

The which, in eucry I anguage, I pronounce. 

Stuffing the Eares of them with falfe Reports: 

I fpeake oi Peace, while couert Enmitic 
(Vnder the lmile of Safety) wounds the World : 

And who but Rumour, who but oncly I 
Makefearfull Mullets, and prepar’d Defence, 

Whifft the bigge yenre, fwolne with fome other griefes. 
Is thought with childc, by the fternc Tyrant, Warre, 
And no fuch matter? Rumour, is a Pipe 
Blowne by Surmifes, Icloufies, Conicclures; 

And of fo eafic, and fo plaine a flop, 

That the blunt Monller, with vneounted heads. 

The flili difeordant, wauering Multitude, 

Can play vpon it. But what ncede I thus 
My well-knowne Body to Anathomizc 
Among my houfhold ? Why is Rumour hccrc ? 

I run before King Harries vidiory. 

Who in a bloodie field by Shrewsburie 

Hath beaten downc yong Hotjpurre, and his Troopes, 

Quenching the flame of bold Rebellion, 

Euen with theRebels blood. But what meane I 
To fpeake fo true at firtf . ? My Office is 
To noyfc abroad, that Harry 'JMonmoutb fell 
Vnder the Wrath of Noble Hotjpurres Sword: 

And that the King, before the T^owglat Rage 
Stoop’dhis Annointed head, as low as death. 

This haue I rumoutM through the pcafant-Towncs* 
Bctweene the Roy all Field of Shrewsbunc, 

And this Wormc-eatcn-Holeofragged Stone, 

: Where Hotfpmres Father, old Northumberland, 

Lyes crafty ficke. The Pofics come tyring on, 

And not a man of them brings other newes < 

Then they hauc learn’d ot Me. From Rumours Tongues, 
They bring fmooth-Comforts-falfe, worfc then True- 


Seem Secunda. 




wrongs. 


Exit. 


Enter Lord ! Bardolfe, and the Porter, 

L.Bar. Who keepes the Gate heere ho«? 
Where is the Earle? 

Por. What (hall I fay you are ? 

Bar. Tell thou the Earle 
That the Lord Bardolfe doth attend him heerc. 

Per. His Lordfhip is walk'd forth into the Orchard 
Pieafe it your Honor, knocke but at the Gate ’ 
Andhchimfelfcwillanfwer. * 

Eater Northumberland. 

LEBxr. Heere comes the Earle. 

c^V W ^ Pe u WCS ^: r erdW # ?Eu ’ r yminuteno« 

Should oe the Father of fome Stratagem; 

The Times ore wilde: Contention (like a Horfe 

Full ofhigh Feeding) madly hath brokeloofe. 

And bearcs downe all before him, 

L.Bar. Noble Earle, 

I bring you certaine newes from Shrewsbury 
Nor. Good,and heauen will, 

L.Bar , As good as heart can wilh: 

The King is almoft wounded to the death : 

And in the Fortune of my Lord your Sonne, 

Prince Harrie flaine out-right: and both the Blmtt\ 
Kill’d by the hand oiDowglas, Yong Prince Iobn, 
And Weftmerland, and Stafford,fled the Field, 

And Harrie Monmouth’s Brawne (the Hulke Sit John) 
Is prifoner to your Sonne, Offuch a Day, 

(So fought, fo follow'd, and fo fairely wonne) 

Came not, till now, to dignifie the Times 
Since Cafars Fortunes. 

Nor. How is this dertu’d? 

Saw you the Field? Came you from Shrewsbury ? 

L.Bar. Ifpake with one (my L.)thatcamc fro thence 
A Gentleman well bred,and of good name. 

That freely render’d me thefe newes for true. 

Nor. Heere comes my Seruant T rastersyti\ bom 1 fat 
On Tuefday laft, to liften after Newes. 

Enter Trotters , 

L.Bar. My Lord,I ouer-rod him on the way, 
And he is furnifli’d with no certainties. 

More then he (haply)may retaile from roe. 
A’er.Now Trotters, what good tidings comes fro you 
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The fecond Tart of Ring Henry the Fourth . 


V Mv Lord,Sir lohn Vmfreuill turn’d me backc 
JuioMl cyclings; and (being better hors d) 

" , n A me. After him, came fpurring head 

°^" r ?,lcnia*n /almoft fore-fpent with fpeed) 

A^ e !, nn’d bv me, to breath his bloodied horfe. 
Ib i°d P fhcwaycoChefter:Andofhtm 
STdemandwhat Newes from Shrewsbury: 

^ Id me, that R ebcllion had lue^ e » 
f^hat von2 Harry Percies Spurre was cold. 
u 3 the gaue his able Horfe the head, 
handing forwards ftrookehis able hceles 

J to the Rowell head, and ftarting fo, 

Ikemd in running, to deuoure the way. 

Ling no longer queftion. 

Ha?Againe: 

Js Ke V ong Harrte Percyes spurre was cold ? 
ffijolspttrre.cold-Spunei) that Rcbdiion, 

jjjdmerilllucke? / 

n I Bar. My Lord: He tell you what, 

if mv vong ford your Sonne,haue not the day, 

Ln mine Honor, for a filkenpoint 
Uegiuemy Barony. Neuer talke of it. 
tftr .Why (hould the Gentleman that rode by Tratttrs 
Giue then fuch inftanccs of Loffe i 
L.Bar. Who,he? -■ ;o - ;: 

He was fome hielding Fellow, that had ftolhe 

The Horfe he rode-on : and.vpon my life 

Speake at iduenturc, Looke,here comes more Newes, 
Enter OWorten. 

Ci i ffllfn ) # i 1 ;J fiTl » i :3 £ I * * \ ^ * ? i i ! J li T • C - l lj 1 jf# J 

Nor. Yea, thi* mans brow, like to a Titlc-leafe, 
Fo&e-tels the Nature ofaTragicke Volume: 

Solookcs the Strond, when the Imperious Flood 7 19®° 
Hath iefca witneft Vfurpation. 

Sayi^^^did’ft thou come from Shrewsbury ?< 

. Mor . I ran from Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord) 

Where hacefull death put on his vglieft Maskc m ? 

Tofrighcour party. 

North, How doth my Sonne,and Brother? 
Thoutrembrft; and the whiteneffe in thy Cbeekc 
Isapeer then thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand. 

Eucnfucha man/fo fainc,^ fpiritlcffe. 

So dull, fo dead in looke,fo woe-be-gone, 

Drew Priams Curtaine,in the dead of night. 

And would haue told him, Halfe his Troy was burn’d. 

But Priam found the Fire,ere he his Tongue: • 

And I, my Percies death, ere thou report*ft it. 

This, thou would'ft fay : Your Sonne did thus,and thus : 
Your Brother, thus. So fought the Noble Dowglasy 
Stopping my greedy C3re,with their bold deeds. 

But in the end (to flop mine Earc indeed) 

Thou haft a Sigh, to blow away this Praife, 

Ending with Brother, t Sonne,and all are dead. 

Mor , Tfowglas is liuing,and your Brother,yet: 

But for my Lord, your Sonne. 

North . Why,he is dead. 

See what a ready tongue Sufpition hath : 

*that but fearcs the thing,he would not know. 

Hath by Inftin£t,knowledgc from others Eyes, 

That what he feard, is chanc’d. Yet fpeake(M«*«0 
Hell thou thy Earle,his Diuination Lrcs, 

And I will take it, as a Iwcct Difgrace, 

And make thcc rich, for doing me fuch wrong. 

Mar - You arc to ° g rc «> to be (by me) gainfaid: 


YourSpiric is too true, your Feares too certaine. 

North. Yet for all this,fay not that Percies dead. 

I fee a ftrange Confelflon in thine Eye: 

Thou fhak’ft thy head, and hold’ft itFeare, orSinnc, 

To fpeake a truth. If he be flaine,fay fo: 

The Tongue offends not, that reports his death: 

And he doth linne that doth belye the dead : r 
Not he,which fayes the dead is not aliue: 

Yet the fit ft bringer of vnwelcome Newes 
Hath but a looting Office: andhisTongue, 

Sounds euer after as a fullers Bell 
Remembred, knolling a departing Friend. ’ 

L.Bar. 1 cannot thinke(my Lord)yoUr fdn is-dead. 

Mor. I am forry, I fhould fotceyou to beleeue 
That, which I would to heauen, I had not feene. 

But thefe mine eyes,fa whim in bloody ftatc, 

Rcnd’ring faint quittance (weatied,and out-breath’d) 
To Henrie Monmouth,vthoft fwift wrath beate downc 
The neuer-daunted Percie to the earth, 

From whence(with lifc)he neuer more fprtiflg vp. 

In few; his death (whofcfpirit lent afire," ; 1 
Euen to the dulleftPeazant in his Campc) 

Being bruited once, tooke fire and heatc a Way 
From the beft temper’d Courage in his Troftpesi 
For from his Mettle, was his Party ftcel’d; •' • 

Which once,in him abated, all the reft ' .> • 

Turn’d on thcmfelues, like dull and heauy Lead : 

And as the Thing} that’s heauy in it felfe, "* 

Vpon enforcement,fly es wirh gveateft foeede^ I 
So did our Men,heauy in Hotfyurres loffe. 

Lend to this weight, fuch hghtneffe With theifFcare, 
That Arrowes fled not fwifter toward their ayme. 

Then did our Soldiers (ayming at their fafetjr) • • 

Fly frop the field. Then was that Noble Wortefter 
Too foons ta’ne prifoner: and that furioits Scot, 

(The bloody Dowglas ) whofe well-labouring fword 
Had three times flaine th’appearaiice of the King, 

Gan vailfe his ftomacke, and did grace the (Tiame - - 

Of thofe that turn’d their backer: and in his flight, * 1 
Stumbling in Fearc,was tooke. The fumme of all. 

Is, that the King hath wonne: and hath fent out 
A fpeedy power, to encounter you my Lord, 

Vnder the Conduct ofyong Lancafter 
And Weftmerland, This is the Newes at full, 

North. For thisjlfhall haue time enough to mournc. 
InPoyfon,thereis Phyficke : and this newes 
(Hauing bcene wcll)that would hauc made me ficke. 
Being ficke,haue in lome mcafurc,made me well. * 
And as the Wretch,whofe Feauer-weakned ioynts, 
Likcftrcngthleffe Hindges,buckle vnder life, 

Impatient of his Fit, breakes like a fire 
Out of his keepers armes : Euen fo, my Limbes 
(Weak’ned with greefe) being now imag’d with greefe. 
Are thrice themfelucs. Hence therefore thou nice crutch, 
A lcalie Gauntlet now,with ioynts ofSteele 
Muftgloue this hand. And hence thou fickly Quoife, i * 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, 
Which*Princes,fleflfd with Conqueft.ayme to hit. ~ 
Now binde my Browes with Iron,and approach 
Theragged’ft houre,that Time and Spight dare bring 
To frowne vpon th’enrag’d Northumberland. 

Let Heauen kiffe Earth : now let not Natures hand 
Keepe the w ilde Flood confin’d : Let Order dye. 

And let the world no longer be a ftage 
To feede Contention in a ling’ring Act: 

But let one fpirit of the Firft-borne Caine 
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